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contraband, which the colonel without my knowledge had left among my baggage. This trick was too much for me, and I debated whether I should throw the dresses out in the road. I did not venture, however, and continued my journey, fully resolved if the smuggled goods were seized to declare how they had got into my carriage, and by whom the seal of the 7th Light Infantry had been put on the wrapper, for I wished to save myself from the Emperor's wrath. However, as this defence would have compromised the Empress, I thought I must only use it at the last extremity, and do all that depended on myself to prevent my carriage from being searched. Good luck and a little subterfuge got me out of the difficulty in the following way.
I was full of anxiety when I reached the bridge over the Rhine at Mainz, and my uneasiness was increased by seeing a large assembly of superior officials of the customs, officers and soldiers in full uniform, waiting at this advanced post. The sentry having, according to custom, stopped my carriage, two men appeared simultaneously at the two doors, namely, a douanier to make his search and an aide-de-camp of Marshal Kellermann, commanding at Mainz, to inquire if the Emperor would soon arrive. c Excellent,3 said I to myself, and pretending not to see the inquisitor of the customs, I replied to the aide-de-camp, c The Emperor is behind me.' I was not telling an untruth : he was behind me, but at two days' distance, which I did not think it necessary to add.
All the bystanders overhearing my words were thrown into a great flutter, the aide-de-camp dashed off, crossed the bridge at a gallop at the risk of tumbling into the Ehine, and hastened to warn Marshal Kellermann. The guard stood to its arias, the douaniers and their officers sought to draw themselves up in the most military fashion possible, so as to make a proper appearance before the Emperor, and as my carriage was in their way, they told the postillion to drive on. Once out of the clutches of these gentry, I reached the post and ordered the horses to be promptly changed. But while this was being done a perfectly fearful storm burst over Mainz,, rain falling in torrents. It was five o'clock in the
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